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be carried on to Mexico." Perhaps it would have taken
five hundred years, but that an English company " butted in "
with the result that less than a hundred years later I was privi-
leged to travel on it. It can only be said in comparison that
Lady Emmeline's discomforts were more prolonged.
On arrival at the station the office informed us they had
already sold more tickets than they had accommodation,
and they refused to sell any more. So we pushed through the
barrier and boarded the train without any. It was perfectly
true there was not any room; heaps of people were standing,
and a fifteen-hour journey lay before us.
We settled ourselves outside, on the floor of the platform
of the last coach, with our legs dangling overboard Right and
left of us sat armed guards with rifles. The train had been
known to be attacked by bandits in the londy places. We
zigzagged up a mountain side rather like a local Swiss railway;
we climbed to a height of 10,000 feet until we were cloud-
enveloped ; we went so slowly that when one of the guards
who had fallen asleep dropped his rifle, he jumped off the
train to pick it up and ran after us to catch us up.
However, he just failed, and I wonder what happened
to him.
During the first part of our climb we passed through a riot
of tropical vegetation. Everything was overgrown and super-
sized, and even on the tree branches other plants had rooted
and fell in festoons. There were, besides, a quantity of bright-
coloured flowers that I never had seen before, so varied and
original it seemed as if some futurist artist had been at work
designing them*
We stopped at wayside stations where the villages consisted
of grass huts, and the natives were so true to type that one
involuntarily exclaimed, " How Mexican they look!" They
wore their big sombreros and rode bucking ponies and sat in
high-backed saddles. It all seemed part of a stage scene.
Finally we were so high that it was too cold to remain out-
side. Someone made room for me on their crowded seat, and
Dick had to sit on my knees. Then evening fell and the stink
of primitive oil lamps mingled with the smell of tobacco. Jfy
back ached and my head was heavy, but the backs of the seats

